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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Heather  Armstron: 


This  is  my  first  year  as  the  Editor  in  Chief  of  The  Prairie  Tight  Keview  and 
I must  say  that  I had  no  idea  what  I was  in  for!  I was  quickly  impressed  by  how 
much  my  team  and  I would  be  crafting  this  magazine.  It’s  amazing  the  amount  of 
support  that  we  received  with  so  many  submissions.  I have  to  thank  the  many  peo- 
ple who  have  trusted  their  work  to  us.  Without  your  submissions  this  magazine 
would  not  be  as  varied  and  engaging  as  it  is  this  issue.  I know  as  a writer  myself 
how  much  trust  it  takes  to  have  someone  else  read  or  view  your  work.  Thank  you 
for  trusting  The  Prairie  Tight  Pxview  staff  with  your  literary  and  visual  talents. 

I must  also  thank  the  other  editors  on  staff;  Kristina,  your  expertise  is  so 
valued.  Thank  you  for  showing  me  the  ropes  and  helping  me  to  see  the  big  picture 
of  what  it  means  to  publish  this  magazine.  I wish  you  the  best  in  your  future 
endeavors,  both  in  writing  and  academia.  Rosie,  thank  you  for  the  consistent  e- 
mail  updates  and  for  your  many  hours  spent  working  on  this  issue.  I appreciate 
your  diligence  and  hard  work  putting  everything  together.  Also,  big  thanks  to  Amy, 
Rebecca,  Melissa  and  Ralph  for  coming  to  class  and  helping  make  this  issue  possi- 
ble. 

I also  want  to  personally  thank  my  husband  Dan  for  understanding  how 
important  this  magazine  is  to  me  and  for  waiting  patiendy  for  dinner  when  I had 
to  send,  “Just  one  more  e-mail.” 

My  final  thank  you  goes  to  Jackie  McGrath.  Thank  you  for  your  padence 
and  helpful  remarks.  As  our  advisor  this  semester,  you  helped  us  understand  that 
PER  is  more  than  just  a student-run  publicadon.  I appreciate  you  doing  all  the 
behind  the  scenes  e-mailing,  and  photocopying  as  well  as  checking  in  to  make  sure 
we  were  on  track.  We  could  not  have  made  such  a wonderful  issue  without  your 
hard  work  and  support.  I undoubtedly  would  have  been  lost  without  your  assur- 
ance and  guidance.  Thanks  for  your  part  in  making  this  magazine  an  integral  part 
of  the  College  of  DuPage  and  the  community. 
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The  Dream 


Kelsey  O’KeUy 


Summer  leaves 
green 

traces  on  the  corners  of  your 
Polaroid  prints 
and  postcards  from 
scout  camp. 

It  speckles  stars  on 
your  skin, 
touching  you  with 
a testimony  to  the 
trance. 

Sometimes, 

summer  wakes  you  slightly, 

slipping  storm  clouds 

over  your  seaside, 

rusding  the  sheets  of  waves, 

but  not  quite  nudging  your  neurons 

from  the  ha2e. 

But  when  you  wake  in  winter, 
brain  as  sharp  as  razor  ice, 
how  else  can  you  know 
what  you  carried  in  your  cortex? 
only  rapid  eye  movement 
may  bring  memories 
of  the  sun. 
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Ever  since  in  the  early  fall  we  walked 


Beniamin  Holland 


Ever  since  in  the  early  fall  we  walked 
along  that  hill  and  thought  of  talking, 
but  let  our  thoughts  pool  in  our  minds 
and  kept  walking 

under  the  many  stars 

and  tall  pines,  and  we  stopped  at  a young  one 
to  tear  down  vines  that  were  beginning 
to  choke  and  then  she  spoke — 

ever  since  that  night  I 
have  loved  her. 


This  City  of  Strangers  . . . 

of  vacant  chairs  between  bodies, 
of  artificial  diligence. 

of  doors  that  slam  in  front  of  you. 

of  smug  faces,  and  even  smugger  places. 


This  City  of  Sohtude  . . . 

of  “table  for  one.” 

of  gray,  looming  skies  and  constant  winter. 

of  under-eye  circles  and  half-empty  glasses. 

of  worn-out  haunts  and  worn-out  names. 


This  City  of  Heartbreak  . . . 

of  shattered  love,  scattered  love. 

of  fluorescent  lights  on  your  sallow  cheeks. 

of  single  means  cra2y  and  good  means  taken. 

of  lonely  means  safe  and  better  safe  than  sorry. 
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Mike  Gebhardt 


Hurdles  for  Turtles 

To  a hare,  a hurdle  is  a nuisance  to  be  avoided. 

To  a turde,  a hurdle  is  an  overwhelming  obstacle  to  be  faced. 

Hares  get  on  the  other  side  of  hurdles  without  knowing  how  they  got  there. 
The  tortoise  knows  it  takes  much  time  and  tenacity  to  get  to  the  other  side. 

As  life  goes  on,  the  hurdles  get  higher  and  more  imposing. 

What’s  past  the  hurdle  gets  more  valuable  and  important. 

The  first  time  a hare  misses  a hurdle,  he  can’t  figure  out  how  to  overcome  the 
barrier. 

The  turde  expects  it  to  be  difficult,  and  adjusts  the  effort  accordingly. 

Over  the  long  haul,  you’ll  see  rabbits  littered  along  the  track. 

Happy  to  be  wherever  they  are. 

Meanwhile,  the  tortoise  forges  forward,  never  looking  to  see  who  is  gaining. 
Only  striving  to  move  ahead,  one  step  at  a time. 

The  hare  often  wins  the  day’s  race. 

To  the  turde,  the  race  has  no  end. 

Whatever  struggles  you  encounter, 

Be  in  the  race. 

Never  give  up. 

Endure. 
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Brittany  Spino 
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Chances  Are... 


Camille  Besser 


Fm  a one  a million  girl,  pennies  falling  out  of  hand. 

They’re  dropping  down  like  pearls,  and  getting  lost  among  the  sand. 
Under  my  heel  mirrors  broken,  salt  towers  tipping  over. 

You  walk  before  Fve  spoken,  as  I lose  my  4 leaf  clover. 

Fm  always  wishing  at  a well,  hoping  for  a promise. 

Trying  to  break  the  spell,  searching  skies  for  comets. 

Fm  on  the  edge  of  a sneeze  and 
weak  in  the  knees,  around  you. 

Love  makes  it  harder,  hate  makes  me  barter, 

I need  you. 

My  horseshoe’s  always  spilling,  no  more  dandelion  fuzz. 

Not  one  fairy  willing,  to  put  me  back  the  way  I was. 

My  luck,  my  dreams,  my  balance, 
aU  fading  away  from  me. 

Fm  left  with  only  valiance,  the  one  thing  you  couldn’t  see. 

Fm  on  the  edge  of  a sneeze, 

I wanna  break  your  knees,  to  hurt  you. 

You  always  hurt  me,  so  now  you’ll  see, 

FU  shock  you. 

One  day  FU  puU  the  lever,  put  one  over  on  the  slots. 

Seeing  sevens  forever,  and  you’U  be  out  of  shots. 
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An  Ode 


Robert  Rushin: 


Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  How  I love  your  charming  play. 
Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  You’d  never  lead  your  children  astray. 
Your  bitter  sweet  flavors  enhancing  my  night. 

All  the  while  filling  me  with  indifference  to  my  plight! 

Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Your  embrace  warms  my  soul. 
Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Life  itself  instills  your  important  role. 
Care  & worry  melt  away  in  your  streams. 

Bringing  confidence  & elation  to  new  extremes. 

Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Why,  oh  why  must  you  fool  me  so? 
Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Tossing  my  inhibitions  to  & fro! 

False  promises  are  made  within  the  Heart  & Mind. 
“Charlatan  of  Joy”  you  have  been  defined! 

Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Our  struggle  is  solely  contrite. 
Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Fires  our  friendship  did  ignite. 

Leaving  smoldering  foundations  for  scrutiny  to  build. 
Sobriety  exposed  to  thoughts  that  must  be  distilled. 

Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Ours  is  a bond  for  life. 

Alcohol,  oh  Alcohol!  Without  you,  I couldn’t  bear  the  strife. 
Equal  disdain  from  our  own  standpoints  is  expected. 
Without  you  to  quaff,  life  wouldn’t  be  so  reflective. 
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Calm  Before  the  Storm 


Omar  Hasan 


Living  it  up  in  the  middle  of  May 
Build  up  to  this  day  was  nothing  but  grey 
Never  before  were  you  so  keen  to  lie 
Staring  at  the  reflection  hoping  for  a reply 
A sign  or  a hope,  a ray  or  a key 
To  prepare  you  for  what  is  there  to  see. 

It  hits  you  like  a wave  that  can  only  be  hard 
Tumbling  down  we  come  Like  a deck  of  cards 
In  the  middle  of  chaos  is  peace  to  feel 
AH  emotions  will  lead  you  to  kneel 
You  have  now  to  save  our  souls 
A litde  late  to  save  aU  the  petty  goals 
Fear  is  too  wide  for  the  plains  that  stretch 
Answers  just  don’t  seem  to  ease  through  the  mesh 
Smoked  mirrors  to  see  hope  and  serenity  form 
Don’t  get  too  excited,  this  is  just  the  calm  before  the  storm. 


Stillness  in  the  Midst  of  a Storm 


Christine  Cianciosi 


Meditating  upon  my  golden  cushion 
lightning  and  I break  in  two 
thunder,  booming 
disrupts  this  stillness 
I focus  back  to  within — 
eyes  closed  I see  illumination 
intermittent  flashes  radiate — 
are  they  from  this  stormy  night? 

A gentle  reminder  knocks  within 
keep  negative  views  out  of  mind — 
in  the  silence  between  my  thoughts 
reassuring  voice,  reminding  me 
there  is  stillness  in  the  midst  of  a storm. 
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Kelsey  Q ’Kelly 
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hide  your  love  away 


am  Pearce 


a few  3 AMs  every  milford  summer, 
while  walking  home  from  work  alone, 
i have  crept  into  the  hedge  below 
this  left-open  bedroom  window, 
piqued  like  a lonely  rabbit. 

the  first  time,  i expected  to  hear 
the  harmonized  wheezing  of 
a set  of  old  marrieds  finishing 
their  numbered  days  along 
the  foamy  atlantic  in  a cottage 
shuttered  with  red  cracked-painted 
planks,  instead  i heard  a pair  of 
teens  whispering  “i  want  aU  of 
your  years,”  to  each  other  in  their 
sleep. 

once  i heard  them  muffled  thump 
fighting,  without  words,  like  a 
ghostly  riot  knocking  books  off  shelves, 
that  night  the  blinds  were  slighdy 
angled  just  so  i could  wish  upon 
a shooting-star  knotted  fist  arcing 
across  a navy  backdrop  like  a 
haymaker  meteor  ready  to 
ripple  dust  rings  in  a used-up  field. 

that  was  not  the  last  night  like  that, 
but  more  often  than  not,  i don’t  hear 
a sound  save  a half-asleep  peck 
smacking,  i think  my  favorite  nights  below 
their  window  are  the  twice  i heard 
him  gently  blow  flat  into  a brass 
harmonica  while  she  was  low  crooning 
“you’ve  got  to  hide  your  love  away.” 
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In  Parallel 


Bakul  Banerjee 


In  parallel,  we  walked  the  streets, 
sometimes  paved  with  city  refuse 
under  the  sulfurous  haze  of  dirty  sunlight 
or  lined  with  tall  trees  under  evening  sky 
flushed  by  the  distant  Aurora  Borealis. 

I bear  the  curse  of  never  stopping, 
yet  I scan  your  signals  forever. 

There  were  days  when  I tried  to  stray 
toward  you  but  Bodhiswattas  beaconed 
me  to  show  the  way  to  equanimity, 
to  keep  my  path  equidistant  from  yours. 

“The  geometry  may  not  be  Euclidean,” 
you  mused  once,  “In  time  parallels  do  meet.” 

Carnivores  I abhor,  but  I yearn 
for  the  salt  of  love,  perhaps 
just  a nibble  at  your  earlobe. 

Chicago  Winter  Confession 


Aaron  Brown 


Last  summer. 

When  the  sweat  dripped  slowly  down 
My  face  like  five  o’clock  traffic. 

The  sun  ovening  the  pavement. 

The  steel  frames  tinting  in  the  heat; 

I wished  for  winter. 

Forgive  me. 
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Innocent,  Ignorant  4th  Grade 


Erika  Krvstin 


“Ronny  got  arrested  jus’  ‘cos  he  got  red  Xs  on  his  shoes,”  said  Teddy. 

“That  ain’t  right,”  said  Arianna. 

“Damn,”  said  Derrick. 

I don’t  know  why  they’re  upset. 

“But  if  he  knew  he  would’ve  gotten  arrested,  then  why  did  he  wear  them  in  the 
first  place?  Isn’t  it  his  fault?  He  could  have  prevented  aU  of  this.”  I say  with  prop- 
er EngHsh. 

“Why  you  gotta  be  so  damn  insensitive?”  was  Arianna’s  response  as  she  roUed  her 
eyes,  nose  flaring. 

“E-r-r-ika.  They  are  racists.  It  got  nothin’  to  do  with  the  shoes!’’  said  Teddy  with  a 
breeze. 

“I  don’t  understand.”  I say  confused.  “What  do  racists  have  to  do  with  the 
shoes?” 

But  they  just  roll  their  eyes. 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


Why  I don't  write  poems 


Luke  Miller 


‘‘You’re  not  that  cool”  my  poem  tells  me. 

“Shut  up,  you  smear  of  ink, 

I have  the  pen,  so  I’ll  teU  you  when 
You  get  a turn  to  speak,” 

“Your  pen  should  be  blue”  whines  that  old  poem. 
“Oh  yeah?”  I say,  “ 

Take  that  you  foolish,  arrogant  poem. 

I am  your  master,  I the  poet. 

The  poem  babbles  on,  spewing  his  nonsense, 
“You’re  missing  a beat”  he  says. 

I take  my  pen  and  count  to  ten; 
rU  silence  this  pedantic,  puling  wretch. 

“ » he  says,  “ ^ 

I laugh  out  loud  and  cut  off  his  feet 

But  that’s  not  a poem,  rolling  along. 

I miss  my  poem,  where  has  he  gone? 

Hiding  from  me — abusive  poet. 

“You’re  stQl  not  that  cool,”  whispers  my  poem. 

I sigh  because  I know  it. 
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Angelo  DiNunno 
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ALDANA  LANDSCAPING 
AND  SNOW  RFMOVAL 
s.i'RVices 

Located  at  43  N Ma\  Apt 
C-1.  Aggisoa  J.  60mi  w,as  i 
regirtef8<jr‘‘lW  ®e  br' 
|n-tg  or  iwnet  ot  the 
*n*-  pereyr|  owsng  Ihe  | 
tosiness,  with  their  rApactive  l 
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I Alclana.  43  N,  fjlay  Apt. 

* ■ " m,  IL  SOtOt,  , 
fSS  : WHi 

iiirSis  asih 

Mr,  A,di.;;2010.-  ; i t 


OMNI  SEASONAL 
HEATING,  COOLING  AND 
REFeiGERATION 
Located  at  1055  Selma  lane, 

sefjH  that /the  frub  dr  real 
namoTlr  narpes  of  the  person 

6 persons  owning  the  busi- 
S8S.  with  thetr  respective 
m 


HAVEN  TOTALLY  YOURS 
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fg  lhB  .bush 
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3103  ■ 

«REOF.  i: 
|t  ffiy  Mod  ■ 
at  my  office 
Jis,  this  2ncf  - 
lA  D,  2010, 


rfrtwi  

uPage  ' OapTlFICATE  NO.  66960 
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LilSRpfWf#  IL 

«187  iiiiBl 

IN  WITNESS  WHESeoF,  1 1 
, lavs  barauhto  mi  my  hand  I 
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I Hinsdaiean 
>25,  2010. 


JO.  87039 
flee  of  the 
Oi.iPage 
|ef  8,  2010 ' 
is  firm  of 
lUTIONS 
Warwick 
IL  60565  I 
It  Ihs  true  i 
185  of  tne  - 
(Wrtrng  tbs  i| 
'f8sp»vctrve 
I'es),  Bare 
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o|^ 


ius.  411  I 
ifvilfe,  IL,  t 

REOF.  I ; 
my  harid 
my  office  ; 
this  9th  ^ 

.2010.  t 


finsaafean 

, 2010, 
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Vhereln  tbo  b) 

MEYE 
ntstOR. 
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B 

irson  O' 
isinsse,  ^ 

>sf  office  add 
follows: 
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— i.  • ,■  1 . . ...  ■. 
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m WITNESS  WHEREOF.  . 
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5e  of  Ihe : 
j OuPage 
It  5. 2010 
firm  of 
'UDIO 
35  S, 
#11, 
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or  reai 
pefeoft;! 


Katifyn  M.  King.  As  Sword  i 
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m WITNESS  WHEREOF,  I 
have  hereunto  s«  my  hand 
and  Official  Seat  at  i*-*  »'  , > 


sfa/^/J)  and  printing  ink 
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In  the  Heart  of  the  Moon 


Kristina  Kroger 


I'm  a coyote  in  a skirt,  a crow  wearing  thieved  jewelry.  I'm  a wandering 
laugh  salesman.  When  you  walk  Chicago  streets  at  night  with  me 
you  realize  you  have  to  look  down  to  see 

the  way  light  glints  off  broken  glass,  because  you  can't  see  the  stars 
here.Yes,  my  thirty-six  second  lover,  I move  much  too  fast,  and  despite  the  fact  we 
walk  together 

I always  dissolve  into  pawprints  and  feathers 
and  we  both,  inevitably,  end  up  walking  alone. 

Do  you  wonder  what  it  is  like,  being  the  heart  of  the  moon?  Or  do  you  just 
fancy  I'm  a story  you  told  yourself,  a legend  that  slips  in  and  out  of  reality,  a stoic 
laughing  myth  that  does  not  feel,  only  tricks  and  teaches?  I do  not  want  to  ratde 
your  beautiful  illusions  of  me,  but  I am  not  only 

a coyote  in  a skirt  who  dances  crazy  akimbo  to  singing  frogs.  I am  not  only 
a crow  who  stole  the  crowned  jewels— and,  scepter  clutched-in-claw,  laughs 
at  a Palace  Guard  who  cannot  reach  me. 

I cannot  live  on  magic  alone.  My  interdimensional  gypsy  wagon  has  a flat 
tire,  and  I'm  far  too  young  and  far  to  tired  to  try  for  trysts  that  walk  with  me 
through  broken-glass  stars  for  thirty-six  seconds 
before  I dissolve 
before  everything  dissolves 

back  into  their  component  parts  of  coyote  pawprints 
and  crow  feathers 
and  loneliness 
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In  the  Heart  of  the  Sky 


Amanv  Al-Hallaq 


My  love,  I need  to  take  you  to  my  world, 
to  my  private  corner,  to  kill  my  fear  of 
missing  you,  to  control  my  blood’s  love  cycle. 

“I  love  you”  is  created  by  your  magical, 
sweet  way  of  controlling  everything  related 
to  me;  my  heart,  my  lungs,  my  being,  my  all. 

My  kisses  stain  your  lips,  the  red  of  millions 
of  glasses  filled  with  Diamond  Merlot. 

At  night,  I rest  on  my  couch  and  look  to  the  sky. 

If  the  sky  knew  how  much  I adore  you,  it  would 
give  up  its  moon,  and  keep  you  as  love’s  beacon 
in  the  heart  of  the  sky. 

If  the  earth  understood  my  love  for  you,  it  would  stop 
spinning  around  itself  and  around  the  sun,  and  it  would 
start  to  spin  around  you  and  rotate  around  my  heart. 
But  I am  sure  God  knew  how  I would  love  you; 
that  is  why  He  created  you. 
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Moonrise  Over  St.  Paul’s 


Debbie  Knubley 


We  have  different  moontimes, 
you  and  L 

Here,  St.  Paul’s  shadow  descends 
over  white  cathedral  steps, 
shielding  a quiet  couple 
from  the  darkling  sky. 

Sitting  close, 

they  whisper  secrets 

that  echo  “you”  from 

the  late-night  lovers  in  alle}ways, 

who  cannot  bear  to  close  their  eyes 

and  say  goodnight. 

Their  laugh — liquid  and  low — 
trickles  down  the  stairs 
and  gathers  in  a puddle  at  my  feet. 
They  smile  their  love- sick  srmle 
with  dilated  pupils. 

Some  say  love  is  blind. 

Through  half  open  eyes, 

I see  all  twelve  hours 
around  the  world 
to  where  you  are. 

I hunt  the  setting  sun  down 
its  nightly  path  around 
the  meridian  to  meet  you 
at  sunrise,  my  eyes  heav}"  with  sleep. 
One  hundred  and  fifty-one  days 
stretch  out  before  me, 
braceleted  and  white  and  bare, 
before  I can  see  you  again 
and  be  blind  once  more. 

Until  then  I count 
the  length  of  time  and  miles 
that  wraps  each  thought  of  you 
in  if  only. . . 

Moonlight  drips  off  my  eyelashes. 
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Change 


Katie  King 


He  lost  his  job.  I was  eighteen. 
College-bound,  guilt  and  burdens  unseen. 
lUness,  Grandpa’s  death  soon  followed. 
Plans  for  the  future  seemingly  hoUowed. 

College  one  thousand  miles  away — 

A refuge  from  darker  days. 

In  a city  5,280  feet  high 
My  escape  revealed  itself  a he. 

Grandma’s  diagnosis:  one  to  two  years. 
Over  the  phone,  I did  hear. 

She  filled  the  room  I left  behind 
Home  had  never  felt  so  unkind. 

The  suitcase,  my  closet,  the  couch,  my  bed. 
Things  have  changed — no  more  to  be  said. 
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Return  of  My  Coyote  Heart 


Kristina  Kroger 


Coyote  heart  is  wandering  the  blue  hills 
framed  by  the  red  sky 
my  beautiful,  you've  finally 
come  back 
From  Wyoming 
From  the  cornfields 
And  from  the  sea 

My  darling,  now  we  can  be  lonely  together 
In  full  possession  of  each  other 
Now,  my  Tricky, 

find  your  reflection  in  the  glass  spires 
Heart,  find  your  heart 
in  the  city  and  the  pigeons  and  the  mortar 
which  binds  us  million  million  souls 

Coyote  heart,  you  found  shelter 

on  your  long  road 

in  the  hands  of  the  magic  man 

who  knows  the  precise  ways 

that  sparks  dance  through  your  fur 

and  how  you  house  lightning  bugs  in  your  spine 

Orleans  Love 


Kristina  Kroger 


Jazzy  knees  and  New  Orleans  teeth,  boy  you've  got  your  witchdoctor  self 
into  my  bones.  Just  carry  me  on  your  voice  Like  a midnight  train  to  Georgia. 

We'll  sneak  out  the  back  way  to  the  sycamore  trees,  and  that's  where  I'U 
love  you.  We'U  teU  the  frogs  about  it. 

You  can  laugh  at  the  way  the  moonlight's  coming  off  the  bayou.  You  can 
wave  your  magic-man  hands  and  make  an  alligator  dance.  You  can  make  me  a cir- 
cle of  crow  skuUs  and  I'll  wear  it  right-on,  be  Louisiana  Queen. 

I'U  be  your  voodoo  lady  and  cast  tricky  speUs  right  on  back.  And  I'U  just  ask 
that  you  remember  me  up  to  my  knees  in  muddy  creek  water.  No  one  has  to  know 
our  story  but  Old  Man  Swamp— and  I'm  sure  that  bastard'U  teU  the  crickets,  who'U 
whip  up  a nocturnal  chorus  that'U  let  the  whole  damn  nightworld  know. 

Thing  is,  sweetboy,  they  won't  understand,  cuz  they  forgot  the  hot  language 
of  steam  and  dream  and 
moonUght  and  mud. 
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William  VoUrath 


Think,  really  think... clear  the  mind  of  all  that  clutter  from  church  and 
state,  mother  and  father,  intrusive  media,  past  loves  and  past  lives,  find  the  inner 
stillness,  then  just  really  think... consider  the  source  of  one's  perception  of  reality, 
ponder  the  quantum  nature  of  our  consciousness,  of  aU  those  "truths"  we  hold 
dear,  and  embrace  the  epiphany  that  the  basis  of  one's  reality  is  simply  each  indi- 
vidual's personal,  imperfect  thought  process,  our  unique  mental  thunderstorms, 
and  consider  that  the  lovely,  radiant  object  of  your  love,  even  lust,  is  ultimately 
defined  by  the  electrical  impulses  in  one's  spongy  gray  matter,  and  thus  the  true 
nature  of  the  object  of  our  most  intense  emotions  may  actually  be  wildly  different 
from  what  we  perceive,  and  as  a female  snake  seemingly  appears  more  like 
Angelina  Joke  than  a snake  to  the  male  of  the  species,  to  the  ultimate  observer  of 
our  existence,  we  are  likely  not  two,  tall,  tanned,  godlike  creatures  near  the  pinnacle 
of  a cosmic,  evolutionary  journey,  but  possibly  just  simple,  organi2ed  globs  of 
non-complex,  organic  matter  dancing  to  the  music  of  our  primordial,  bio-chemical 
song... 

The  Sun  and  the  Sea 


Debbie  Knubley 


I want  to  do  with  you 

what  the  sun  does  with  the  sea; 

Siz2le  saltine  crests 

as  they  rise  and  fall, 

stain  lonely  blue 

in  vibrant  solar  paint, 

warm  night-cooled  depths 

to  the  tender  heat  of  dawn. 

But  more  than  this, 

I want  only,  in  such  a way, 
to  touch  your  hand. 

For  although  the  sun  and  sea 
rise  and  fall  together, 
never  will  their  fingers 
interlace,  never 
win  the  sun’s  solar  palm 
feel  the  sea’s  wHd  wrist. 
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Existence  Exists 


Kelsey  Fieiel 


Judgment. 

The  word  that  has  turned  our  world  upside  down 
And  mrned  it  around  for  the  better. 

The  color  of  skin 

or  the  God  we  believe  in 

always 

judged. 

Somewhere  it  says  that 

All  men  should  be  created  equal 

But  anyone  with  an  equal 

or  lesser  value  than  the  average  man 

whoever  and 

whatever  average  man  might  be. 

The  perfect  world  exists 
But  in  its  existence 
man  cannot  exist. 

The  words  we  say  will  slay 
Any  man  who  lets  it  in. 

But  the  only  reason  to  fight  judgment 
is  with  judgment. 

So  we’ll  stay  and  we’U  slay  forever 

and  exist  in  that 

non-perfect  existence 

until  existence  ends 

and  all  perfect  things 

can  finally  exist. 
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The  People,  Madison  2011 


Mava  Adelman  Cabral 


black  and  white  photography 
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Connecticut  Summer 


A.nkit  Gandh 


For  all  that  is  beautiful 

remember  Connecticut 

hear  the  crickets  sing  their  songs 

listen  as  the  wind  blows  through  the  trees 

watch  the  sky  change  colors 

remember  the  forest,  Cotton  Hollow 

the  greenest  leaves  were  there 

sleep  beneath  the  stars,  peacefully 

listen  to  the  tiny  bubbles  that  form  beside  the  stream 

from  a window,  at  a corner-house 
on  Lancaster  Road 
see  the  rain  fall 

afterwards,  look  at  the  little  drops  of  water  on  the  grass 

at  midnight 

during  a violent  storm 

stand  underneath  an  umbrella 

as  you  watch  lighting  illuminate  the  sky 

take  a walk  in  the  street 
everyone  is  fast  asleep 
feel  the  warm  summer  air 
and  the  gentle  breeze 

rest  upon  a rock 
talk  beneath  the  moon 
get  ready  for  going  away 
the  next  day 

Boston,  perhaps 
or  camping  far  away 

visit  a bookshop 
count  the  stars 
drive  down  Main  Street 
in  a yellow  car 

at  Daybreak 

have  a nice  hot  cappuccino 
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The  tweed  of  his  jacket  catches  my  eye- 
faded  browns  weave  between  washed  reds. 

Worn  oval  patches  guard  his  elbows 
as  if  he  has  spent  a lot  of  time 
with  his  head  resting  in  his  hands. 

Sitting  behind  his  desk, 
letting  worries  flood  his  mind. 

Rectangular  glasses  lay  a foot  away  from  his  hand  while  he 
reads  into  the  late  hours  of  the  night. 

“Theories  of  Thought”  lays  next  to  him 

the  pages  creased  and  the  binding  beginning  to  loosen. 

He  has  spent  hours  pouring  over  the  philosophies  of  others, 
yet  still  cannot  figure  out  his  own, 
mismatched  socks  stand  out. 

He  hasn’t  really  paid  attention  in  awhile. 

His  mahogany  dress  shoes  have  seen  every  season  and 
dark  circles  rest  underneath  his  eyes. 

He  glances  up  to  see  me  in  the  hallway. 

The  tweed  of  his  jacket  had  caught  my  eye. 
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Waltz  for  One 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


A solitary  harmony 

Duet  et  espouse  absentee 

I have  begun  my  waltz  for  one 

On  ebony  and  ivory 

My  hands  still  dance  the  Charleston 

Without  you  playing  next  to  me 

Suppose  my  solo  has  no  soul 
Since  you  and  I cut  down  to  me 
Despondency  wants  of  parole 
And  keys  of  white  aspire  esprit 

I evanesce  from  verdures  voided 
My  song  can't  thrive  in  pastures  past 
What  once  we  frolicked,  now  avoided 
So  woe  be  gone,  the  song  oudasts 

I have  no  soul  to  solo  here 
I pledge  no  song  to  you,  my  dear 
To  you  for  whom  my  heart  did  soar 
A fitting  climax  chances  near 
In  time  I leave  you,  mon  amour 
And  through  the  thicket  disappear 

The  ring  was  not  enough,  my  pet 
And  so  I wrote  a symphony 
Au  revoir  my  darling  Juliet 
You  know  our  love  must  never  be 

My  ebony,  my  tragedy 
While  you  no  longer  play  the  keys 
My  foxtrot  fingers  dance  alone 
So  bon  voyage  a ma  cherie 
For  you  no  longer  have  a home 
To  scale  piano  lengths  with  ease 

My  heart  is  no  more  home  to  you 
Whose  heart  was  cold  to  me 
At  last  I bid  our  song  adieu 
Release  the  final  key 
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Snarl 


Suzanne  Wielgos 


She  stomps  over  to  the  sidelines 
Stalking  and  pacing 
Flushed  and  red-faced 
satin  Nascar  jacket  flapping. 

One  hand  clutches  a Big  Gulp 
the  other  claws  a cigarette 
Her  volcanic  fury  spews  forth 
on  the  50  yard  line. 

“Kill  him!”  she  shrieks. 

“Kill  him!”  she  snarls. 

Gulp,  inhale,  bark  orders. 

Squinting  at  the  action  on  the  field, 

other  parents  take  note 

and  join  her  explosive  wrath, 

screeching  commands  to  their  boys. 

Players  encircle  him 

Hke  a pack, 

ready  to  pounce 

and  go  not  for  the  sack 

but  go  for  the  kill. 

Watching, 

I drown  in  panic 

This  is  a game 

and  the  boy  who  is  a target, 

the  boy  who  is  prey, 

flesh  of  my  flesh, 

is  my  son. 
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Chicago,  Central  and  Pacific 


Ankit  Gandhi 


A melody  of  whistles  and  roars 
steel-rail  beat,  broke-wood  rhythm 
Engines  breathing  heavy,  chugging 
Thunder  cracking  in  dream  country 

Past  the  blood-red  paint 
ghost-white  striped  structure 
staring,  blinking 
on  lonely  rocky  hill 

Freight-car  cries,  wailing  through  darkness 
yearning  to  return  home 
Ripples  in  old  Mill  Pond 
Creaking  fences,  ride  of  the  wind-beast 

Under  graffiti  bridge  color-explosion 
orange-neon,  raspberry,  emerald-lime 
locomotive  choo-choo  goes  by 
rainbow  smoke  mix,  charcoal  black 

midnight  panic  music 
shadow-dance  till  candlewick’s  end 

Lost  railroad  treasure  chest 
green-glass  beer  bottles,  raccoon  skull  grin 
abandoned  street  sign  metal 
burnt  copper-coins  time-faded  tink 

Nightly  train-mne  stories 
echoes  of  air-whisde  calls 
drifting  with  easy-going  bree2e 
beneath  moonlit  cloud  seas 
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When  Railroads  Had  Character 


Eric  Vander  Kooi 


color  photography 
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Hula  Muse 


Brittany  Spino 


color  photography 
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Mother  and  Son 


Stan  Ked2iorski 


color  photography 
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Rosalia  Calderone 


color  photography 
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Sacred  Geometry 


Sue  Furman 


color  photography 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


31 


Aleksandra  Vali 


jewelry 
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Hot  Chilly  Pair 


Aleksandra  Vali 


sculpture  and  brooch 
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Aline  Fetter 
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Holes  In  The  Sea 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


color  photography 
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Planet  of  the  Apes 


Atala  Dorothy  To 


color  photography 
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Back  Alley  Religion 


Rosalia  Calderone 
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Giraffe 


Alaggie  Bovlan 


painting 
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Candle 


Ken  Beniamin 
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Reflection 


Ken  Benjamin 


color  photography 
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Katie  Farne^ 


Untitled  2 


acrylic,  food  coloring  and  varnish  painting 
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ennifer  Prucha 


FaU 


color  photography 
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Autumn 


Yellow  light  radiates 
Crimson’s  glow  stretches 
Slender  arms  toward  graying  sky 
Amber  scents  surround 
Permeate 

I feel  alive 

Flowing,  meandering 
Cold  stream  downhill 
To  some  pre-destined  abode 
Home 

Summer 

Softly,  silently 

Fades  to  a memory 

Wet  streets  gHsten 

Ivlirrors,  reflecting  only  what  is  real 

Autumn  rests  in  velvet  wings 
Wrapped  around  a frightened  yearling 
Black  wings 

As  we  await  the  coming  re-building 
Restoration,  re-birth 


Autumn  Leaves  Are  Now  Aflutter 


ames  Hill 


Autumn  leaves  are  now  aflutter;  they  flicker  in  the  bree2e 
Like  flames  of  yellow  fire  rising  from  the  lovely  trees. 

Tomorrow  when  the  sky  will  turn  a stoney  shade  of  gray. 

The  wind  will  rise  and  pull  the  flames  and  loveliness  away. 

The  flames  then  scattered  on  the  ground  will  smoulder  all  about. 
And  when  the  wind  blows  winter-cold,  they’U  molder  and  go  out. 
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Paper 


Gabrielle  Lehmann 


One  day  she  met  a charming  man 
Whose  heart  was  made  of  paper 
Beneath  a latticed  wooden  cage 
And  skin  as  thin  as  vapor 
With  fingers  wrapped  in  threads  of  red 
And  gold,  no  metal  bands  instead 
Now  taking  hers  in  his  he  said 
“My  dear  you  scant  could  fathom 
How  laurels  sit  atop  the  head 
Of  one 

who’s  never  had  them” 

“But  follow  me,  my  dear,”  said  he 
“I  will  bestow  you  treasure 
And  it  will  be,  quite  certainly. 

Beyond  all  hope  of  measure” 

The  darling  dear  allowed  him  near 
For  through  his  pane  of  cellophane 
So  certain  was  she  his  veneer 
And  self  could  only  be  the  same 
No  man  could  hide  behind  a glass 
If  thinly  veiled  Hes  might  pass 
Revealed  was  he  before  the  lass 
And  he  could  hide  no  treason 
Until  he  broke  his  promise  vast 
She  trusted  in  his  reason 

An  aeon  came  and  ages  went 
And  though  her  love  presented 
A lavish  wealth  of  great  extent 
His  spouse  was  not  contented 

Beneath  the  strings  his  fingers  bled 
The  plaster  held  no  polish 
No  man  beneath  the  ruby  red 
Which  wind  could  not  demolish 
He  held  no  secret  in  his  breast 
No  sin  in  him  could  she  attest 
The  gauzy  grace  no  soul  possessed 
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His  ribcage  rattled  hollow 
A heartless  jest  which  proved  at  best 
A liquor  hard  to  swallow 

The  paper-hearted  man  returned 
No  love  that  she  imparted 
Although  her  love  was  never  spurned 
A romance  never  started 
So  she  would  see  the  tinder  burned 
That  left  her  broken  hearted 

And  all  the  outrage  she  suppressed 
Rose  now  to  confrontation 
Engulfed  the  man  of  tissue  flesh 
In  total  condemnation 
Now  facing  death  without  parole 
His  bride  had  lost  aU  self-control 
An  empty  promise  took  its  toU 
He  knew  this  day  was  dawning 
She  burned  the  poor  boy’s  wicker  soul 
Beneath  the  autumn  awning 

The  Run 


osh  Kunowski 


I'm  running  in  the  rain 

The  clouds  of  guilt  pouring  onto  my  withered  mind 
With  each  rain  drop  I feel  a needle  go  through  my  sanity 
The  shadows  of  paranoia  lurking  behind  me 
With  each  step  the  shadows  grow  darker  and  darker 
I reach  a forest 

The  branches  of  depression  scratch  away  my  skin 
I trip  and  fall 

Damp  mud  of  agony  splashes  and  burns  my  eyes 

I get  up  and  run  blindly  through  the  forest 

The  rain  stops 

The  mud  dries  and  falls  off 

The  clouds  and  shadows  disappear 

I make  my  way  back  home 

The  rain  dries 

And  aU  that's  left 

Is  the  sun  shining  down  on  me 
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The  Feline  of  the  Night 


Payam  Aderanffl 


I am  the  hunter  adapted. 

During  the  years  I’ve  stalked  them  aU. 

For  them  the  night  the  moon  provides  false  hope 
promises  of  hindered  sight  and  cooled  earth. 

The  night  remains  my  playground. 

Before  their  demise,  the  only  thing  they  see 

hundreds  of  muscles 

pulled  back 

then  snap  like  a bow, 

the  terrifying  yet  graceful  descent, 

and  even  though  the  night  may  be  fuU,  shadows  wiU  always  faU 

and  envelope  the  poor  sod 

who  should  have  just  stayed  home. 

The  delicate  yet  vindictive  curve  of  each  sharpened  claw 
and  the  earth  that  lies  tucked  deep  inside  each  one 
satiates  their  thirst  for  life. 

I can  see  their  soul  leaving  through  their  eyes  as  they  dig 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  midst  of  the  soft  and  supple  flesh. 
Fur  matted  with  sweat  and  a deep  ruby  hue. 

The  last  breath  evaporates... 

and  once  the  lifeless  ragdoll  lie  stiH  in  the  open  moon, 
precisely  jagged  teeth  will  be  their  new  home. 

The  struggle  is  over. 

The  only  question  now  is 
“where  to  place  my  trophy?” 
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Alien  Abduction 

1 

WiUiam  Vollrath 

The  stars  were  bright 

The  night  was  clear 

A crisp  Midwest  setting 

When  the  strange  thing  appeared 

Bright  lights  shining 

Eoud  hum  felt  to  one’s  bones 

It  hovered  quite  magically 

Above  me  alone 

Then,  suddenly  transported 

Up  through  the  air 

I’m  quickly  surrounded 

Aliens  waiting  to  share 

Probing  my  body 

Cosmic  answers  they  seek 

Then  remove  my  brain  lovingly 
For  their  fine  soup  of  the  week 

the  tri  be 

1 Wyatt  Sparks  | 

my  tribe  is  look-likes 
flagging  hands 

up-held  under  arrest 
TABSn 
nTABS 
n SMOKE 
bu2zs  nothings; 
sufferings  SHAKE  decisions 

and  the  morning  clam 
when  then  the  BECK  shore  gets  BECK, 

and  like  a babe  we’re 
picked  up  from  the  tub 
and  put  down 
into  silkwhisper  tears. 
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Passion 


Heather  Armstron 


My  Father's  calloused  fingers 
strum  passion  through  metal  strings. 

My  father's  mistress  with  chipped  varnish 

and  a hollow  heart,  echoes 

times  when  life  was  less  meaningless. 

The  solid  black  plastic  pick 
waits  on  the  table 
hoping  to  be  held 
to  emphasize  the  metallic  ting 
of  loneliness  that  longs  to  be  lyrics. 

Six  keys  adjusting  the  sound, 
to  tune  the  feelings 
that  are  found,  on  pages 
of  Beatles  anthems, 
and  'Eagles  ballads 
he  sings  like  hymns. 

Each  song  a faded  picture 

of  a time  that's  past, 

when  passion  wasn’t  just  a word. 

It  was  his  ambition. 

After  Valentine’s  Day 


VCilliam  Pearce 


You  seem,  to  me,  far  prettier 
the  morning  after  AMentine’s  Day, 
minus  the  makeup,  au  naturale, 
as  the  douchebags  say.  That’s  when 
you  smeU  like  air  that  tastes 
fresh  cucumber  wet,  and  hea\w, 
fuU  of  water  vapor  rising  from 
too-warm-for-Februar^^  evening’s 
snowmelt.  That  is  when  you  look 
the  most  like  vou,  technicaUv.  Please 
remember-  You  are  mv  favorite  one. 
There  is  not  a close  second. 
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When  I Love  a Real  Lover 


Amany  Al-Halla 


When  I love  a lover, 

I feel  that  I have  inherited  the  whole  universe. 

I boil  down  all  of  jasmine’s  essence  in  my  heart. 

When  I love  a lover, 

I turn  out  to  be  a passionate  fragrance  in  a perfume 
vial.  I become  verses  in  the  seas  of  your  poetry. 

When  I love  a real  lover, 

aU  the  world’s  flowers  foUow  me  to  inhabit  my  soul 
and  forget  aU  times. 


Sound  A Heart  Makes 


Rebecca  Pappas 


I asked  you  what  we  were. 

You  said  we  were  nothing 
You  can’t  break  what  never  was. 

Just  because  you  didn’t  speak  the  facts  out  loud 
Doesn’t  erase  their  existence 
Denial  was  just  a quieter  way  to  lie. 

It  doesn’t  mean  we  weren’t  anything 
Because  we  were  definitely  something. 

But  if  you  can’t  break  what  never  was, 

That  must  be  why  a heart  makes  no  noise 
When  it  Cracks. 
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All  While  We  Are  Sleeping 


Melissa  Taylor 


While  we  are  not  done  sleeping, 

The  early  day  awakes. 

Beginning  up  above- 
As  lemon  yellow  drips  across  the  sky 
Crimson  bleeds  into  the  clouds 
Gold  beams  spotlight  shadows 
Radiating  from  their  ever  burning  host. 

Sweet  orange  is  squeezed  onto  the  horizon 
As  the  fiery  sunshine  glows,  no  longer  by  itself: 

Emerald  fire  begins  to  dance  upon  the  ground, 
Letting  lime  find  itself  in  the  early  morning  grass. 
Ivy  creeps  between  the  smallest  places 
And  jade  paints  itself  into  the  leaves. 

Sapphire  jewels  rain  down 
Falling  into  indigo  waves. 

Cerulean  lakes  shimmer  upon  a frozen  land 
As  cobalt  sheds  itself  into  the  depths 
And  navy  darkness  smudges  everything. 

All  while  we  are  sleeping. 

The  painter  wakes  up  early. 

Careful  not  to  miss  it  aU. 
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WaterfaU 


David  Koch 


black  and  white  photography 
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Hard  Attack 


Tom  Orr 


All  the  girls  are  scared 

Blood  and  pain  everywhere 

The  boys  are  publishing  untitied  biographies 

Frightened  expressions,  muscular  dystrophy 

Endangered  ingredients,  powder  like  air,  but  thick 

The  chemicals  in  her  lipstick 

Wind  chimes  in  a hurricane 
More  than  rain  to  mask  this 
Personalities  are  untamed 
Two  grams  of  innocence 

If  anyone  knew  beforehand 

There ’d  be  no  Holy  Land 

Kept  in  the  dark,  but  not  out  of  oppression 

Words  are  the  only  depression  suppression 

Separate  grief  from  love 

Pigeons  from  doves 

No  more  association 
Or  society 

Lifelong  procrastination 
Zero  propriety 
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Ulm  Pishkum  Buffalo  Jump 


Wilda  Morris 


Black-tailed  prairie  dogs 
stand  in  sunlight  above  dark  burrows, 
scramble  between  prickly  pear  cacti, 
bark  their  bird-like  call. 

Two  pronghorn  butt  heads. 

Others  nibble  prairie  grass. 

A lone  rabbit  bounds  away, 
takes  cover  behind  sage. 

I walk  in  reverence.  My  shoes 
touch  ground  hallowed  by  moccasins 
of  Crow,  Blackfoot,  Kootenai, 

Shoshone,  by  eight  ancient  tribes. 

For  hundreds  of  years,  their  eyes 
looked  out  on  this  same  broad  plain 
from  this  high  square  butte  whose  colors 
change  with  shifting  light. 

They  saw  the  rugged  mountains 
on  the  far  western  horizon, 
the  deep  canyon  of  the  Missouri. 

They  held  this  land  in  their  hearts. 

Hundreds  of  thousands  of  bison 
gathered  to  eat  the  sweet  grasses. 

With  partnership,  strategy,  agility 
men  drove  herds  off  this  cUff. 

They  thanked  the  Great  Spirit 
with  song,  drum  and  dance 
for  meat,  hide  and  bone, 
for  river,  land,  and  sky, 

for  the  feast 
and  those  who  feasted, 
for  all  creatures 
who  shared  this  land. 
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ahsencEFalling 


Amal  Desai 


"Why  do  people  jump?"  was  the  first  thought  he  had.  He  knew  he 
jumped  too  but  just  after  he  did  he  questioned  why  he  did  it.  Not  his  motives  or 
anything,  or  why  people  would  want  to  fall  from  the  top  of  a skyscraper.  No,  he 
questioned  why  he  jumped.  He  ran  towards  the  edge  and  just  as  the  tip  of  his  left 
shoe  reached  the  edge  of  the  roof  he  leaped.  But  why  not  just  run  off?  Or  if  he 
was  walking  just  walk  off?  Or  if  he  was  simply  standing,  just  tip  over?  Jumping 
was  quite  unnecessary.  It’s  not  like  he  needed  to  reach  somewhere  or  make  a cer- 
tain distance.  No,  he  simply  needed  to  faU.  But  he  gave  it  quite  a leap. 

Questioning  the  reasoning  for  that  leap  was  his  first  thought.  His  second  thought 
was  actually  used  to  plan  his  last  thought.  He  pondered  about  what  his  last 
thought  in  life  should  be.  He  decided  that  just  before  he  hit  the  ground  he  should 
think  about  her.  She  was  after  all  the  reason  he  was  falling  so  wouldn't  it  only  be 
fitting  she  be  his  last  thought?  He  decided  it  would  be.  But  then  he  began  to 
wonder  what  aspect  of  her  he  should  think  about.  It’s  difficult  to,  in  one  thought, 
encapsulate  a person’s  entire  being.  He  wondered  if  he  should  think  about  her 
eyes,  her  hair,  her  soft  delicate  hands,  or  maybe  even  her  ears.  He  always  liked  her 
ears.  Or  maybe  he  should  think  about  something  she  did  or  they  did  together. 
Maybe  he  should  think  about  kissing  her.  Or  their  first  kiss  or  maybe  the  first 
time  they  met.  Or  maybe  he  should  think  about  holding  her.  Or  waking  up  next 
to  her  on  a bright  summer  morning,  the  sun  shining  through  the  windows  illumi- 
nating the  specs  of  dust  floating  through  the  air.  He  liked  that  thought.  The 
memory  of  her  typically  brought  tears  to  his  eyes  in  his  last  days  but  something 
about  knowing  the  end  was  coming  gave  him  a certain  sense  of  serenity.  Rather 
than  sadness  the  possibility  of  seeing  her  again  brought  him  hope,  if  there  is  some 
sort  of  afterkfe,  but  if  not  he  was  at  peace  with  the  pure  and  complete  emptiness 
coming  his  way.  As  he  feU  through  the  air  accelerating  in  speed,  the  wind  pushing 
against  him  making  it  almost  impossible  to  breathe,  the  next  thought  he  had  was 
about  skydiving.  He  remembered  when  he  was  a kid  he  always  wanted  to  go  sky- 
diving. This  was  similar  but  not  quite  the  same.  He  wondered  if  he  should  make 
his  childhood  dreams  come  true  in  the  end  and  make  the  most  of  the  fall, 
attempting  aU  the  acrobatics  of  skydivers.  He  decided  not  to.  He  just  wasn't  really 
in  the  mood.  He  looked  down  and  realized  where  he  hit  he'd  do  a considerable 
amount  of  damage.  He  hadn't  really  thought  about  that  yet.  He  didn't  want  to 
hurt  anyone.  He  looked  down  and  found  an  empty  patch  on  the  nearly  desolate 
city  street.  He  would  direct  his  body  there  for  the  rest  of  the  fall,  he  decided.  He 
thought  about  what  would  happen  to  his  body  after  he  hit  the  ground.  He  pic- 
tured construction  workers  wearing  orange  fluorescent  vests  trying  to  separate  his 
flesh  from  broken  concrete.  He  thought  about  how  horrible  it  would  be  if  he  sur- 
vived the  fall.  The  thought  made  his  stomach  queasy.  He  realized  there  was  no 
possible  way  he  would  survive  though.  Next  he  thought  about  how  meaningless 
anything  he  felt  and  thought  at  the  moment  truly  was.  It  would  have  absolutely  no 
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impact  on  the  world.  The  queasiness  in  his  stomach,  it  didn't  matter.  It  didn't 
matter  what  he  ate  that  morning  or  the  night  before.  Suddenly  he  wished  he  had 
taken  more  advantage  and  pigged  out  the  last  few  days.  But  he  knew  he  just  had- 
n t felt  very  hungry  or  craved  anything  really  since  she  had  been  gone.  He  found  it 
difficult  to  eat.  The  body  they  would  find  will  have  been  malnourished  and  not 
such  a pleasant  sight.  Not  that  much  of  the  body  would  really  be  visible.  Or  that 
anyone’s  body  would  be  a pretty  sight  after  such  a fall  as  this.  He  saw  the  ground 
approaching.  He  hoped  he  would  have  enough  time  to  have  a final  thought  and 
that  it  would  be  a pleasant  one.  He  thought  about  her  smile. 

The  Pianist 


Wilda  Morris 


The  young  Serbian  from  Germany 
with  ratty  hair  who  showed  up 
in  Vienna  to  study  with  Hayden 
was  a desultory  and  dishonest  student 

but  he  took  Vienna  by  storm, 
participating  in  the  local  sport 
of  piano  dueling.  No  one  could  match 
his  ability  to  force  from  the  keys 

of  this  new  instrument  an  emotional  tone 
guaranteed  to  induce  tears. 

No  other  musician  broke  more  strings 
with  his  bold  piano  forte. 

How  humiliating  for  Beethoven 
years  later  when  reviewers  said 
that  he,  now  almost  totally  deaf,  ruined 
the  premiere  of  his  Archduke  Trio 
by  playing  the  piano  part  himself 
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The  Swimming  Pool 


rricia  Marcella  Cimera 


I am  swimming 

in  a swimming  pool 
in  the  midst  of  a forest  green 

growing  tangled  and  exotic 
a pool  made  of  cool  mosaic  tile 
not  natural  but  intrinsic 
I am  alongside  many  fishes 

whose  names  I can’t  recall 
like  them  I am  kinetic,  aquatic 

insects  are  humming,  buzzing 
and  churring 

melodic  hypnotic 
I swim  through  blue  water 

wet  outside,  wet  inside 
wet  through  and  through,  erotic 

the  water  begins  churning,  roiling 
fish  growing  fierce,  giving  chase 
wild  and  chaotic 

I flee  from  the  fish  but  am  caught 
we  struggle,  demonic 
then  the  water  is  calmly  still  again 

smooth  as  milk  cream,  a tonic 
opening  my  mouth  wide  I drink, 
swallow  taste  euphoric 
floating  on  my  back,  I see  the  sky, 

see  the  swimming  pool  inverted 
blue  sky  water,  fish  cloud-darting  erratic 
there  I am,  am  I still  swimming? 

It  washes  over  me  in  a wave  frenetic 

I know  what  these  fish  are  called 
I know  that  I cannot  swim,  then 
one  moment  of  gasping  panic 

turns  ecstatic,  stretching  on  and  on, 
stretching  on,  just  like  elastic 

one  lap  in  the  swimming  pool 
of  mystic 
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Low  Tide 


ulia  Petrich 


love  can  blind  you,  it 
can  blur  your  eyes,  but  as  the 
haze  recedes,  the  world 

is  sharp,  harsh  in  its 
clarity,  then  the  waters 
retreat,  exposing 

the  mess  you  left  for 
me  to  find,  a pair  of  gloves, 
bottles,  busted,  fish 

carcasses,  pop  cans, 
rusted,  in  the  darkness,  i 
sit  with  eyes  open 

wide,  mind  sealed  shut,  tight, 
i do  not  know  the  future, 
but  I swear  it  does 

not  include  you,  dear, 
you  have  made  your  bed,  lover, 
now,  then,  sleep  in  it. 
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Walk  to  the  River;  An  IdyU 

This  afternoon  we  trespass 
Over  quarry  land  reclaimed: 

Restored  to  limestone  rubble 
And  scrubby  prairie  grass. 

We  are  grown  men,  the  three  of  us, 

With  neither  guns  nor  fishing  rods 
Nor  any  likely  excuse 
To  walk  this  far  cross-country. 

Yet  here  we  are,  rambling. 

Unaccountable,  like  boys, 

A fine  land  beneath  our  feet, 

A heaven  of  blue  above. 

Down  we  go  through  the  forest 
Of  hickory,  oak,  and  maple, 

Made  gold  and  brown  and  crimson 
By  the  friendly  autumn  light. 

Then  coming  to  the  river’s  edge. 

We  life-long  friends,  we  middle-aged  men. 

Skip  stones  against  the  water’s  glare. 

Happy  to  be  just  “us”  again. 
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Meean  Fox  is  a Man 


Becca  Gumhold 


He  was  paranoid  as  hell.  After  all  these  years,  he  still  insisted  that  those 
stupid  tabloid  stories  were  true;  stuff  about  half-bat  children,  presidential  conspir- 
acies, and  alien  abductions.  At  the  moment,  his  hands  gripped  the  edges  of  the 
Weekly  World  Nem,  crinkling  the  headline  which  claimed  to  have  evidence  that 
Megan  Fox  had  had  a sex  change  as  a child. 

It  didn’t  bother  me  today. 

Most  times  I could  barely  stand  it.  He’d  insist,  in  a terse  whisper,  that  we 
meet  here,  again,  at  O’Shannon’s  Pub.  It,  in  and  of  itself,  wasn’t  so  objectionable.  I 
could  put  up  with  the  history  of  nicotine  wafting  from  its  mortar  and  brick.  The 
beer  tasted  good  enough,  even  if  it  reeked  more  of  yeast  than  the  stuff  at  home. 
HeU,  the  sour,  metallic  tang  went  great  with  the  greasy  slices  of  pizza  served  up 
twice-nuked.  And  I could  even  stand  the  wintry  draft  seeping  in  through  the  rotted 
weather  stripping  by  our  favorite  table;  I just  huddled  in  my  own  grasp  and  waited 
it  out.  But  I hated  when  he  dragged  me  here  so  I could  watch  him  read  those 
damned  stories. 

He  didn’t  know  my  plan,  though.  I was  getting  out.  No  more  perching  on 
these  hard-assed  chairs,  jittering  each  hmb  systematically  to  get  the  feeling  back. 

No  more  staring  at  the  faded  letters  printed  below  his  knuckles,  waiting  and  hop- 
ing for  more. 

I refused  to  sit  and  wonder  why  anyone  would  tattoo  S-K-R-E-W  B-A-L- 
D for  the  world  to  see.  I didn’t  want  to  think,  anymore,  about  how  that  might  have 
something  to  do  with  him  shaving  his  junk.  I wished  I didn’t  know  that  about  him 
at  aU.  That  I could  take  back  the  first  time,  when  he  tugged  me  into  the  guy’s  bath- 
room at  Denny’s,  and  I saw  that  his  scalp  matched  his  head.  Even  now  I could  feel 
him  instead  of  the  hard  rim  of  the  bottle  between  my  lips. 

He  told  me  he  loved  me,  then,  but  I don’t  know  that  he  did.  Or  does.  I 
don’t  know  that  love  ever  existed  at  aU. 

He  exchanged  his  paper  for  a half-empty  glass  of  Black  Russian,  stiU  cold 
enough  to  bleed  onto  the  green  cocktail  napkin  underneath  it.  Despite  its  name,  he 
insisted  on  drinking  the  vodka-coffee-Hqueur  concoction.  Though,  every  time  he 
did,  I had  to  hear  about  it.  I had  to  sit  through  his  complaints  about  the  purity  of 
the  world  and  those  bleeding-heart  liberals  with  their  pansy  pinko  views  on  race. 
All  this  time  I held  my  tongue — he  didn’t  know  I was  one  of  them. 

Just  as  he  opened  his  fat  mouth  to  start  up  again,  his  lips  glistening  with 
booze,  I held  up  my  hands. 

“Polk,”  I started.  Yes,  his  name  really  was  Polk.  He  told  me  once  that  it 
meant  “great  glory”  in  German,  and  he’d  sounded  pretty  proud  about  that.  I 
should’ve  known  then  what  kind  of  guy  he  was. 

‘Y^ou’re  a stupid  fuck,  I hate  you,  and  I want  to  go  home.” 

Except,  I didn’t  say  that.  God  (if  he  existed)  knows  I wanted  to.  I wanted 
to  give  a reason  for  the  glitter  of  hate  in  his  black  eyes.  I wanted  to  watch  him 
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break.  I longed  to  be  the  one  to  shatter  what  litde  heart  he  had  left. 

Instead,  I mumbled,  “Nothing,”  and  let  him  rant.  It  was  just  easier  that 

way. 

Miley  Cyrus 


Katie  Kin; 


Smiley  INIiley,  you  have  much  to  be  Smiley  about: 
Tele\ision  and  silver  screen  stardom  so  young. 
They  put  their  hands  up  pla\ing  your  song 
“Part\"  in  the  U.S.A!”  they  all  shout. 

But  does  your  naivete  give  you  pardon 
WTen  this  is  what  you  wanted  all  along? 

Your  millions  of  dollars  and  millions  of  admirers 

Records  gone  gold  and  top  single  hits 

Star  rating  climbing,  boyfriend  list  heightening. 

And  all  the  whde,  stiU  burning  are  fires. 

People  d}ing,  but  you’re  too  busy  moving  your  hips 

Like  Yeah,  it’s  kind  of  frightening. 
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Surreal 


Bakul  Baneriee 


Searching  for  a clear  perimeter  of  real, 
hovering  over  the  precipice  of  surreal, 
if  the  impending  fall  3^ou  dread 
my  child,  be  brave  and  gently  tread. 

May  your  chariot  run  on  magical  fuel, 
evanescing  without  any  trace  fume. 

May  your  journey  take  you  well-beyond 
dreams,  to  a shrine  of  the  sublime. 

May  you,  as  a pure  nonconformist, 
explore  corners  of  your  soul. 

May  you  avoid  sharp  edges  of  realim, 
to  seek  the  surreal  blurred  against  it. 

Surreal,  that’s  where  you  must  go. 

As  w^e  aU  know; 

love  roams  in  that  realm. 


The  Prairie  Light  Review^ 


61 


Logo  For  All  Hipsters 


Angelo  DiNunno 


pen  and  ink  drawing 
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The  Norman  Conauest 


esse  Stanton 


I found  a cassette:  last  words  I’d  left — 
holding  “record”  after  Annie  died 
while  fearing  death.  If  English  has  “Old  English,” 
then  I guess  I have  “Old  Beth.” 

It’s  queer  anachronistic — 

archaic  words,  like  “rad”  or  “bummer,” 

while  missing  idioms  not  yet  uncovered. 

Words  that  make  people  say  “That’s  Beth” 

aU  started  somewhere.  “Clearly,”  came 
from  Jessica,  “count  it”  from  Joel, 
litde  sips  of  Spanish  from  the  cherry-girl 
who  taught  a word  a day  (some  stayed). 

English  managed,  long  ago,  to  envelop 
its  invaders’  tongues,  patiendy 
distressing  them,  a hot  iron 
pressing  flat  their  lingual  folds. 

My  words,  like  English’s,  are  not  my  own — 
my  tongue,  the  sum  of  conquerors. 
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Interlopers 


Dorothy  Hurlburt 


The  breeze  is  an  interloper. 

She  runs  toward  me  today  like  some  exuberant  child 
out  gathering  the  wild  scents  of  spring. 

It  is  only  January. 

This  winter  I w^ondered 
whether  trees  ever  get  cold, 
and  I decided  that  they  don’t. 

I believe  trees  love  aU  seasons  the  same, 
and  wTat  they  really  delight  in  is  change. 

That  is  why  on  a summer  day 
this  one  will  dream  of  winter. 

And  on  a spring  day 
that  one  will  dream  of  fall. 

Now  it  is  winter,  see 

how  he  has  drenched  himself 

in  a dream  of  spring. 

And  next  summer,  she 

will  spend  an  entire  day,  basking 

not  in  warmth,  but  in  some  quiet  chiU  dream 

of  winter. 

We  see  the  trees, 

how  their  silence  is  the  loudest  thing  about  them, 
how  their  stillness  is  made  up  of  constant  movement. 

I have  asked  myself  this  so  many  times, 
why  this  urge  to  call  them  interlopers? 

This  breeze, 
these  trees, 
these  travelers. 

Renegades! 

See  how  I breathe  them  in  and  live. 

See  how  this  breeze  disrupts  my  thoughts? 
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See  how  this  tree  assails  mv  mind? 

j 

How  carefully  I am  avoiding  him. 
Look  how  he  is  breaking  through 
my  carefully  measured  seasons, 
days,  times. 

See  how  she  nudges  me  awake? 
How  blindly  I call  her  interloper. 
How  blithely  I call  him  renegade. 
How  stubbornly  I resist  change. 

This  breeze, 
these  trees, 
travelers. 

Renegades! 


New  World  Shakespeare 


Alvssa  Mertes 


The  velvet  curtains  pull  back. 

Thus  begins  the  introductory 
First  Act. 

His  stage  presence  is  a sight  to  behold. 
Completely  convincing 
The  blinded  damsel  is  beginning 
To  fall  madly  in  love. 

The  stars  are  aligned 
Fate  will  cease  their  hands 
For  it  has  its  own  plan 
To  make  these  lovers  confined. 

End  Act. 

The  story  has  slowly  hatched 
Leading  to  a brutal  clash  in  the 
Second  Act. 

Conflict  begins 
The  man  of  the  hour 
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Has  lost  all  his  power 

With  nothing  but  regret  for  his  sins 

With  no  more  interest  in  her  lover’s  hand 
Released  by  the  ties  that  bound  her 
Delicate  as  a flower 
She  steps  out  into  the  open  land 

End  Act. 

The  batde  is  finished 
His  heart  diminished  for  the 
Final  Act. 

Stepping  around  the  rose  red 
Around  the  tainted  debris 

\ 

Lies  what  used  to  be  everything, 

Her  soul  mate  lying  dead. 

As  he  wastes  away 
Losing  all  his  charm 
She  holds  him  in  her  arms 
And  decides  to  stay. . . 

It’s  her  tragedy  now. 

Fin 
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Glendale  Heights 


Ankit  Gandhi 


Remember  the  endless  summer  days 

and  mystical  nights  of  fireflies 

Tall,  haunted  forest  beside  an  emerald  field 

Owl  cries,  sweet  morning  mist,  and  a winding  path  revealed 

The  mango  sun  begins  to  rise 
over  quiet  Warwick  Drive 
after  twilight  and  midnight  skies 
and  the  waking  of  sleepy  eyes 

Reminiscing  at  Mill  Pond 
Walking  slowly  with  a friend 
Biking  home  from  President  Street 
sweating  in  the  afternoon  heat 

Carnival  time  in  the  park 
a thousand  colors  in  the  dark 
Fast-moving  cars  on  North  Avenue  gleam 
driving  past  sweet  doughnuts  from  Krispy  Kreme 

Red  light  from  the  tower 
a jewel  on  the  horizon 

Soft  cricket  sounds  outside,  laughter  within  the  walls 
Everyone  falls  asleep  before  the  train  calls 

Whispering  wind  awakes  you  at  night 
lightning,  rain,  and  then  soothing  moonlight 
you  sit  up  in  bed 
and  you’re  home 
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Promises 


Melissa  Taylor 


The  summer  is  here.. .or  was,  once. 

I remember  it,  beautiful  and  green. 
The  lush  hues,  unbroken, 
swayed  in  the  golden  sun. 

Electric  green  stretched  for  miles, 
and  I wanted  to  save  it. 

But  soon  the  fields  began  to  change. 
The  sun  burned  too  much: 
moisture  evaporated 
air  became  dry. 

The  green  was  slowly  dying 
on  the  lips  of  summer’s  mouth. 
Only  hot  breath  was  left 
but  even  that  was  disappearing. 

The  fall  was  coming,  waiting 
for  summer’s  time  to  pass. 

Secretly  helping 

by  dousing  the  trees  with  kerosene 
and  dropping  the  match 
while  I was  pleading,  begging 
for  summer  to  stay. 

But  the  fire  had  started: 
the  leaves  began  combusting 
and  I could  do  nothing 
but  let  the  world  be  set  abla2e. 

The  green  melted  into 
gold  and  orange, 
red  and  brown. 

And  I am  left 
with  falling  leaves 
and  a promise 

that  summer  will  come  again. 
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Send  Rover  Over 


Tricia  Marcella  Cimera 


for  Duncan 

Soon  after  Old  Rover 
passed  on, 
called  up  to  heaven, 

to  romp  endlessly, 
his  mistress  bought 
a new  dog 
to  stay  by  her  side 

now  the  old  was  gone. 
She  didn’t  know 

that  Rover  had 
found  his  was  back, 

through  murky  clouds, 
past  stars  hanging  low, 
to  his  home, 
to  the  one  he  loved  best. 

He  sat  at  the  door, 
barking  and  begging 

to  be  let  back  in; 
his  mistress  shivered, 

her  ears  prickled, 
she  didn’t  know  why. 

Finally  the  new  dog 
told  Rover  firmly, 

with  a low  growl. 

The  bed  is  warm, 

the  food  is  fine, 
she  is  still  kind, 

hut  I am  here  now; 
your  time  is  over. 

Back  to  heaven 
the  old  dog  padded, 

past  sparkling  stars, 
through  radiant  clouds, 
to  chase  a stick 
that  once  found 

was  replaced  by  another. 
To  catch  a ball 

that  once  caught 
became  yet  another. 
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Forever  thrown 
by  an  unseen  hand, 

over  and  over. 

I Know  It  To  Be  This 


rom  Orr 


I know  it  to  be  vague 
Tasteless  and  opaque. 

Blind  are  we  or  is  there  nothing  to  look  upon 
Without  feeling  blue,  we  speak  in  once  upon’s. 

I know  there  to  be  peaceful  silence 
Beyond  the  shore  of  scheduled  chance 

Sought  like  a place  on  a map  from  any  age,  an  end  to  confusion 
Tile,  calcium,  and  a cerebral  contusion. 

Horseplay,  stairs,  a child's  skull  filled  with  temper 
Complete  the  chain,  you  will  not  get  what  you're  after. 

Preschool  hallucinations  bring  ideas  beyond  your  grasp 
Starving  for  a future's  past  and  something  that  may  oudast 
This. 

I know  something,  but  I have  no  one  to  tell. 

Reminiscent  in  remission,  memory  maintains  this  dry  spell 

With  so  many  rafts,  but  no  flood  to  use  them 

Life  is  littered  with  traps  and  we're  here  to  abuse  them. 

I know  to  keep  my  barred  windows  locked  with  a seal  I cannot  pry 
The  guns  of  infinity  are  cocked,  aimed  at  a mentality  too  cocksure  to  die. 
I renounced  lords  of  every  form,  but  still  I fear  for  damnation 
A messiah  with  no  portraits  brooding  endlessly  in  contemplation. 

I know  my  belt  shall  not  remain  securely  fastened 
Bombarded  by  the  centuries,  collectively  deafened 
Constellations  cannot  conform  once  they  realize 
That  they  are  limidess,  they  are  the  night  skies 
In  our  wet  eyes. 

They  will  leave  us  some  night 
Or  depart  during  the  day. 

At  the  moment  of  twilight 
There  will  be  nothing  to  display. 
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Time  Petals 


Samantha  Arzola 


Life,  so  simple,  yet  so  fragile 
Delicate  like  a flower  petal 
Floating  aimless  with  the  wind 
Disturbed  by  the  slightest  movement 
Falling  dowm  into  the  harsh  dirt. 

Being  stepped  on. 

Spat  on. 

Crumbling  with  the  pressures  of  reality 
Ruined  by  the  impurities  of  the  w’orld. 
Purged  with  the  screams  horror, 

Samrated  with  the  tears  of  sadness 
And  stained  with  the  crimson  taste  of  iron. 

Life,  so  simple,  yet  so  fragile 
Delicate  like  a flower  petal 
Innocent  like  a newLorn 
Wise  like  the  elderly 
Wimessing  like  w^e  are. 

We  are  petals. 

Time  is  our  wind, 

WTiere  we  land  all  depends  on  our  course. 


The  Prairie  Light  Re\iew' 


71 


Carnival  Curiosity 


Debbie  PCnubley 


Come  in  and  welcome!  Says  the  voice 
whose  tongue  and  lips  and  teeth  are  stained 
a deep,  inviting  blue  that  synchronizes 
in  perfect  idiosyncrasy  with  the  whirling 
phantasmal  faces  fixed  in  lights  outside 
magic  mechanical  carpets — capsules 
to  transport  you  back  fifty  years,  under 
clearer  skies,  brighter  stars,  louder  neon. 

Tinny  music  clinks  round  and  round 

the  merry-go-round.  Carousel  yourself 

once  more,  one  year  younger,  O girl  of  the  hour! 

Zig-zag  your  way  through  the  maze, 

enter  the  spinning  tunnel,  and  come  out 

the  other  side.  Reflected  back  in  on  itself, 

a distorted  image  in  two-dimensions 

stares  back,  unsympathetic  and  empty. 

Keep  walking.  Return  to  where  you  began: 

Thick  with  three  dimensions,  tickets  in  hand, 
sticky  sweet  crystals  painting  your  face 
a hue  to  match  the  dimming  sky — 
dotted  with  music  notes  and  the  call 
for  ten  cent  candy,  winner  every  time. 
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Prairie  Creative  Writitiff  Contest 


The  College  of  DuPage  Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award  takes  place 
annually  in  the  spring  semester.  This  year,  the  genre  of  focus  is  poetry.  The  con- 
test is  open  to  students  and  community  members  in  District  502  and  sponsored 
by  the  Liberal  Arts  Division  and  The  Frame  Ught  Review.  Poets  submit  their  origi- 
nal poems  to  a panel  of  COD  writing  faculty,  who  select  three  winners.  The  2012 
finalists  participated  in  a group  workshop  with  visiting  poet  Amy  Newman  in 
March.  The  winning  poems  are  published  in  this  issue  of  The  Prairie  Tight  Review. 
For  more  information  about  future  contests,  like  the  2013  Prairie  Fiction  Award, 
please  e-mail  litaward@cod.edu,  visit  CreativeWriting@COD  on  Facebook  or 
cod.edu/Htaward,  or  phone  (630)  942-2311. 


A Note  About  .the  Text  

The  typeface  is  Garamond  in  ten-point-font,  and  the  issue  was  designed  using 
QuarkXPress  7 and  printed  by  United  Graphics,  Inc.  The  typeface  of  the  Table  of 
Contents  is  Times  New  Roman  in  twelve-point  font.  The  four-color  cover  is  print- 
ed on  #80  gloss  paper,  matte  finish  and  the  inside  pages  are  printed  on  #70  paper. 
The  issue  includes  16  pages  of  color  photography  and  64  pages  of  black  and 
white  art  and  writing.  The  Fall  2011  printing  of  4000  issues  was  produced  over  16 
weeks.  Cover  production  courtesy  of  Rosalia  Calderone.  Manuscript  production 
courtesy  of  Rosalia  Calderone. 
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Submission  Guidelines 


We  accept  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography,  2D 
and  3D  artwork  of  any  media.  Students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College  of  DuPage 
District  502  community  may  all  submit.  All  submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed 
twice  a year  for  fall  and  spring  issues.  All  art  and  written  work  is  viewed  as  a finished 
product,  and  copy  editing  is  kept  to  a minimum  to  respect  the  writer’s  intention. 
Submissions  should  be  sent  to  prairielightreviewsubmissions@gmail.com 
Guidelines  for  the  presentation  of  your  work  and  letters  of  authenticity  may  be 
found  online  at  www.prairielightreview.org.  Questions?  Contact  the  editors  at 
plre@cod.edu  or  630-942-2733. 


oin  the  PLR  Editorial  Team 


Work  coUaboratively  with  classmates  in  English  2210  to  create  and  market  the 
next  issue  of  The  Prairie  Light  Review,  College  of  DuPage’s  award-winning  literary 
magazine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  will  experience  many  different 
publication  techniques,  including  tracking  submissions,  content  selection,  layout 
decisions,  copyediting,  distribution,  office  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and 
coordinating  special  events  like  open  mics. 

To  join  the  editiorial  team,  enroll  in  EngUsh  2210.  You  will  find  more  informa- 
tion about  the  course  at  www.prairielightreview.org.  This  course  meets  on  the  Glen 
Ellyn  Campus,  SRC  3251,  on  Wednesdays  from  2:00  p.m.  to  3:50  p.m.  each  term. 
Please  contact  Advisor  Jackie  McGrath  with  questions  at  mcgrathj@cod.edu  or  630- 
942-2709. 
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Contact  the  staff  at  www.prairielightreview.org. 
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